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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

CLOUD-LOVED 

Far up the side of White-cloud Mountain 

A deep pool lies, 
Content in every change of weather 
To reflect the skies ; 
Fed by the grace of heaven from seeping little springs; 
Mirror of pointed firs, solace of eagles' wings. 

And yet the water of the cloud-loved pool 
Breaks foaming from the quiet hills away, 

To add its trickle to an oceanful, 

Flooding, storming, mocking every day. 



MAGICIANS AND THE GODS 

"Magicians fear the gods," old Chung would say; 
"They will brazen it out with you and me, 
Beating us down with mystery ; 
They will falter and fail, grovel and pray, 
If they meet a god at a turn in the way." 

"Magicians know the gods," old Chung would say; 
"Though a god should come in a ragged gown 
Begging his rice through the dust of the town, 
They will fumble their magic, fall flat and pray, 
Should a god in rags come strolling their way." 
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